THE IRON BAR                           lul
"You don't think that drug's stopped acting, and she's awak*
again, do you?"
John was silent; trying to catch every least sound in Number
Fifteen, Norlhload Street.
"Could you bear it, dearest, to have Toss and the children
with us oul there?"
It would have been as impossible for John to have said "no"
to this speech as it would have been for him to have got up and
gone down to the room below.
"Of course, if you could!" he said.
Mary sighed. "Well, that's settled then. And the sooner we
gel away, the better for Toss. We could all stay in that North-
wold Inn, couldn't we, till we get our place and get these things
out there?"
"Tom must have left ... a fair sum ... in the ... bank,"
murmured John in a ruminating voice.
"Now, you stop that!" cried Mary. "Tom's money must be
kept for those little girls. These people here . . . Spear and
Trent and Robinson . . . will have to get us all out there! It's
the least they can do, with all Tom has done for their factory."
John relapsed into silence again. It was impossible for him to
refrain from thinking how his delectable plan for being left
absolutely alone with Mary out there was now smashed to bits.
"Do you hate Glastonbury as much as you ever did?"
Mary was- surprised at herself for asking this question. It
seemed to have come into her head and rushed to her lips inde-
pendently of her conscious will.
"No," said John laconically.
"Why not?" pressed the girl.
"Oh, damn it all!" cried John. "A person never knows why
he feels these things. It's old Geard, I think! I've got fond of
that old rascal in some odd sort of way." He bent over the little
table and extinguished his cigarette.
"Ill miss Geard like the devil!" he muttered hoarsely.
Mary was conscious of a funny sensation, like the impact of a
piece of ice against her bare bosom. Had this queer being to
whom she now belonged, body and soul, transferred his dis-
turbing and perverse sexuality from Tom to the Mayor of Glas-